OTHOU, who art, beyond all human telling,
Beautiful, adorable and lovely:
Thou who revivest our souls,
Thou who fillest our lives with joy,
Thou whose touch on our hearts is bliss, deathless and

ineffable,
Thou at whose word of love monotony, grief and despair

flee away,
Thou who  makest  the  desert  a  garden  with   Thy

presence,
Thou with whom to live, in humble poverty and weak*

ness,

Is splendour of eternal life,
Give us this day the light and glory and joy
Of Thy perfect Friendship.

AT darkest midnight,
When the furnace breath of the hot-weather storm-
blast shivers the parched up leaves,
When the body is wearied and fevered
And the mind distraught,
When sleep Is afar,
When each tiny sound
Is a needle to stab me awake.
When the cares and the faults of the day
Are magnified thousand-fold,
When 1 toss to and fro
And yearn for the dawn,
Yet yearn even more
For coolness and darkEess and sleep:
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